70           THE TALE OF  BEOWULF

To the bright burg and brave the neck-gear of

the Brisings,
The gem and the gem-chest: from the foeman's

guile fled he                                               1200

Of Eormenric then, and chose rede everlasting.
That ring Hygelac had, e'en he of the Geat-folk,
The grandson of Swerting, the last time of all

times

When he under the war-sign his treasure defended,
The  slaughter-prey  warded.    Him  weird bore

away

Sithence he for pride-sake the war-woe abided,
The feud with  the  Frisians;  the  fretwork  he

flitted,
The gem-stones much worthy, all over the waves*

cup.

The King the full mighty cring'd under the shield;
Into grasp of the Franks the King's life was gotten
With the gear of the breast and the ring alto-
gether;                                                        1211
It was worser war-wolves then reft gear from the

slain

After the war-shearing; there the Geats' war-folk
Heldjthe house of the dead men.    The Hall took

the voices;
Spake   out  then Wealhtheow; before the host

said she: